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CHAPTER 1 


eptember fulfills the paradox of presence, preternatural incandescence and 

the gilded notion of a makers’ movement, constructional and engaged at both 

source and destination. The Valley, on the other hand, opens and closes its doors at 
will - almost in consonance with the winds that challenge and the advancement of 
self-organizing principles. As the years progress and clean energy makes its 
seasoned debut, the debutantes of faded political empiricism leave the jaded 
masses with no trace. There was talk of war and retreat. People were ready for the 
decathlon determinism called upward mobility. Power changed hands. Yet, an 
eternity exists right outside our windows and in the city's compound, central 
doctrines. The doctrinaire was deliberate, ex-officio, precise like Japanese 
calligraphy. Our interaction paradigms involve the cultural inherent called 
bilingualism. We watch quietly as they push and notify sundry quasi-political 
endings as though the blockbuster had run its course too. Brahma's chosen 
intercessors laugh and we hear the conch shell summate a defined, daily rite. 


Sounds of experiential travel reach the right agency. 


The new guild is camaraderie, a cohort, an esprit de corps acclaimed more 

for heroic liberation than superman moves on the highway to harmony. I stand 
corrected as the builder, disarmingly, layers the brick not the mortar. Organic 
cement is imminent. Our new township bears the moda well - it is design-friendly 
here with fresh strawberries as the buy in. American cheese is good. We were an 
aerial, firmament category, now silken and firm with ethnic ingenuity. They smile 
on the TV but heavy burdens make light banter. As the truffle gets its new lease, I 
run in for that informational advent, the caucus of cottage living, a repurposed 
endearment called regularity. The photo walk is bliss. Colours reverberate as an 
ingenue's swan song, for remembrance, in totality. Conflict transformed itself into 


a vocational null. We are e-learning, e-collaborating, e-shopping. I knew the 


pitfalls but they know the algorithmic attitude, the dullard's call out, the secret to 

the parallelogram called modern-day slavery - eclavage, c'est trop! 

The mist-drenched township bears and bulls well. We had visitations from afar - incognito 
karmic mantras for all but under tree shade that is both witness and willfulness. 

Hard-won battle gear is sold everywhere now, with mercantile bounty hunters 

serving the privy purse as though the cloister had won. The black friar is terrible at 

poetry. We have vineyards, asparagus, arterial clusters of workmanship seeing 

progress through to the nest level. I strive for intention. The merry, misinterpreted ways of the 
continental drift have reached a Gilgamesh denouement. There was Turkish delight on the 


table and virtue found its indivisible reward points with the Super's impedance of superiority. 


The might of the word, prolific and ubiquitous, broke new ground - we are the 
locus. I searched, waited and chose the theme - a lightweight, lithe, living modus 
operandi which could do good, deal well, decide with reasonable humanity. The 
blessings were profound. The gilt armory was presented rather than used. A velvet 
cushioned divan stood firm. The squares are small but sufficient. We drank bubble 
tea as refreshments but Ragtime is both trial and error. Filigree is here, to play the 
populist game of user-friendly design consciousness. The doge of renaissance will 
find the right fabric for society, a promised hand, an ark not lost and depleted but 
distant and profuse. The central living principle is the belief in life. We discover 
the spontaneous burst of travel and tirades, soon returning towards a predestined 
worship, a parchment for the divine, a temple named the gilded sublime. 

Strides in elevation shadow leaps of imagination, fortune, fervent leadership. 

A call to arms, mercifully, does not elicit fever nor fear. Swamped in illegality and 
alienation by social diktat, a persistent and populist mogulism distilled itself into 
the realty of material science and autonomy. The disrepair was evidence. My zeal 
troubles the troubled waters. Our city, the metropolis, is a spiraling paean, a 
devolved equation, an arising star. The midday paradox is plenty. It is bounty, 
hunted. It is, silently, a transaction of appearance, reality, awareness. I walked to 
the Mandala's focal point and watched the rank and file of human anxiety. Misery 
makes for good cinema. Citing arcane philology is no longer parochial. We swerve 
at the bend but remain unwavering, undeterred, relevant internationally. The roads 


were blocked, embargo, byzantine. Carefree attitudes celebrated in halls of power 


are, now, mythical resurgence. Myths, operas, galas surround the wayward, 


wayfaring inhabitants. The glacier fares well in climate tropes. Pools of water and 
streams of golden reflection are recovered by the medieval stone fountain, the 
Trojan well that did not dry, the rest house which needed rest. 

The new dairy station was a fresh reprieve. Nowhere does sustenance 

redress old, dry, misbegotten grievance like in Nepal. Mistaken identity proves to 
be a handy political umbrella with which to correct umbrage and cure indecision. 
The Id programme looks meager now. Laboratories exist with undeniable 
indispensability but the science is clear, unequivocal, brutal. If the causeway were 
to be appraised, there would be a panegyric, a Brutus betrayal, a systemic 
resistance. Our lives were mined, misinterpreted, extracted from happy hunting 
grounds into the cauldron called society. The augmented social network has 
validated its claims and gone home. The pigment restores sanity. Lighting the 
butter lamp makes us aware, basic, benchmarks under the tyranny of bestial anger. 
Hate speech is not propaganda. The gazette technology frames well. The word on 
fire is a new form of hell, a newer call to saturnalia, the newest species' listing. Ill 
fares the wind, too. We shared a hearty laugh over natural law but selective and 
collectivized dystopia is far more engaging, omnipresent, cross-sectional. 


Terminology was a reasonable argumentation. 


The sun beams on us our atavist futures. Early warning can amount to a simple, surrogate, 
sandy beach of cinematography. We do not share any sea but the mountain, it is claimed, is 
growing out of its gawked years. Delirium chases the goat herder and I sit for a while on a 
terracotta painted platform of stone and second chances. The digital revolution is making its 
absence felt elsewhere now. Maps are a good way to navigate unless terrestrial waters, again, 
throw up glitters and baubles. Consider a lifelong path of simple thinking and we can even get the 
dairy maid to make the cheese cloth. They said pearls were an investment in 

gender rhetoric. The easy life of regular income and regulated privatization must 

seem anachronistically elusive but we are in the twenty-first century. Nepal is a 

pointed and pinned time, place, meadow of co-existence. Evenings are my chosen 

transition and transformation. The day's repose is tilted and the bright forests 


nearby provide a humble backdrop with which to reason existence. The bells ring, 


reverberate, remedy flailing conscience. Looks askance, we learn fresh 
perspectives on sight, sound and scenery. The wooden beam has transmigrated into 
structure, system, cultural necessity once again. The lenders of the last resort have 


run the gamut. 


CHAPTER 2 


s a global epidemic of ill fate poses its inchoate verdict, we parley with our 

neighbourhoods. There was talk of an end, a return to attics and thatched roofs, a 
post-material beginning. The metaphysics of peace will be celebrated, certainly, 
but the straight line of regimentation could not be more apt, apropos, ironic. They 
trained in winning stratagems. To take up arms against a sea of rubble requires tact 
and tacit acknowledgement of that bad but customary practice called kith and kin. 
The cause-prone pundits did not understand relief. However, no debt went 
unnoticed. Workers unite here with quiet fortitude. Dasain shows the real Bacchus 
- the true, blue party maven. As social entities, we have forsaken harsh rites in 
place of rituals of purification. The infamous tewa of our quake years is symbol 
enough. Black is back. Mistah Kutz had read the signs. Josephine was the urbane 
legend. We have goddesses from whom to seek wise discourse. Communism is a 


political statement, too. 


The enlightenment of revolutions past weaves heavy steps and, yet, in Nepal, the design 


syndrome is built, archetypal, environmental. Many river sources are etched as elemental space. 
Many popular spaces are sketched as a societal force which will withstand amended economics. 
Ergonomics is the given. Thorough are the fares. The mid-day show of livelihood's latest cul-de- 
sac raises eyebrows in an identifiable and futurist setting. We smirk away our opposition - real 
politik will sound the dinner gong hereon. Lunch is the pursuit. We live by the code that 
nourishes the senses, the peasant ethic, a good life. The new peasant uprising 

remains as a Summary satire on the serum threshold. Carved, clustered, cruelly heaped 


handicrafts bear resemblance to a beleaguered cargo. 


A storytelling instinct, poetically licensed, cannot be called freedom of expression. An 
obsequious, enslaved, evil plan to curry flavour will not be termed, 

idiosyncratically, a feast of famines to be announced. We were warned about Tsunamis, terror, 
tinted glasses. I viewed the unfolding drama as an unaccustomed existence, the trial of erroneous 
judgements, a syntactical misgiving. Poetry rarely transfers but, rather, cures the method of 
mired knowledge. Marshall Mcluhan surfaced the inter- mediation - understanding 

media is an extension of human activity. The Photosphere is my avowed stencil 

muse, template, technological revolution. We make omelets - a creationism so trite, 

I added the word Gruyere to stir well. Misshapen memorabilia from another time 

revokes its passage, portent, a German-sounding Richter scale of disaster trauma. 

The awakenings are myriad. The Zeitung remains up in the clouds. Numerology 

has become a number game, an omega sandbox, the seance practice of remembering people's 
worth for a slave trade that did not exist. Following a war on COVID-19, I believed I had heard a 
tribal wail on the TV but they had, instead, mispronounced Eboli on a lighter note, for a truer 


news, as compensation. Dispensers abound but the saviour hath gone. 


For an amenable public sphere to imbibe social change, we track the trailer 

van. The parallelisms were passe. Disputations require legal minds. The masters of 
Nepal's new political futures are polite but adamant. There was talk of an incipient 
dynasty to serve alongside a receptacle called destiny. Hindu fatalism can bear high 
couture, high art, heightened and torrid socialization. The armchair socialist is 
honing the fine art of Sushi. The Bonzai collective did not arrive in Khumbu. A 


valley must discover its fealty under ordinary circumstances. Phulpati reviews well 


the triumph of Eastern prosperity and savoir faire. Extruded by history, the 

territoriality of emerging politik is artful, evenly distributed, an ordered revision. 

We watch the views and discoverability is a mechanized miracle. Saved by weather 

vanes, we recover the provincial lifestyle with beaten rice and refreshments. A friend spoke of 
feasibility many years ago. We see the variegated world inter its rectangular arc for a respite, a 
tender cut, the barge of noblesse oblige. The French make bread as though life depended on it. 
Fluent in cultural pretense, we disperse as though the bread winner was at communion. The 
spiritual leaders, too, reserve judgement in a post-Brexit modernism. I reach the temple with a 
packet of Sandalwood powder but offer flowers instead. Health and sanitation are 

mobilized force - a veritable single-use plastic bag of life's unrelenting habits and 

habitations. My hair feels the wind, senses the cold, encounters incontinent 

adversaries. The Chinese people sent us a few books, many years ago, and I read 

two. The art of war is considered self-help now and the soul mountain is a fairy 

tale about hilltops. The exact angle and duration of the Sun's warming and 

weltering presence on our landscapes is a hypothesis. Galileo took on the stars. We 

are left with self-verification. We may not, all, become astronauts but we can 

contribute to the synthesis of illustrative diagrams, the mainstreaming of hunger 

and games, the streamlining of ergo, inter alia and de facto. They say facial 

recognition as though the computing power of the world's finest engineers and 

scientists were, de jure, the pawn shop's pliable and pleasing assistance. 

The day has been resolved. Awake, aware, unfettered presence in the city's 

marketplaces is a surveillance boon. The leaders of the world reunite for a 

conciliatory statement on the remains of tyranny's most oppressed, least burdened, 


foremost favella. 


The peoples of the world share tea and coffee as a step in the right direction. We are Nepali by 
fortuity too. The gratuity per annum years are behind us - forgotten trellises of man's ulterior 
identity, intransigent social engineering, a most mercurial standard of living. The mercury 
drops here occasionally. Incarceration is the barometer of a priori. We live and breathe an 
ancient principle renamed truth and reconciliation. Our festival decries evil and 

folly. The icy peaks of the Himalaya forge careful ties, carefree attitudes, clean 

genomics. The metaphorically popularized gene pool has outlived its peddlers. 


Mendicant behaviours are transformed by Plato's newest republic. The dialogue is 


delivered. The body politik sees itself in full form hereon. Voyeurism left its 
inscrutable mark on eager democrats, wasteful reunions, wily statesmen for whom 
power is plenty. We went to see a picketed offensive and, yet, were met with a grand, 
emblazoned, infused metropolitan. Governance must be pro-people. Alleviated by 
necessity, our rankings must stay kosher and kindred. There was a determined 
understanding called mass mobilization and, today, we light lamps, our souls, 
imported electric ovens. Bemused workers fit empty space with a home. Amusing 
and evanescent, the radio songs bring radical mirth. We were friends, hapless 
colleagues, indeterminate adversaries for a while. Modern governance systems 
require tough minds and tougher security protocols. My aspiration towards that 
brighter-hued tomorrow allows for the occasional sectarian overload but keeps me 
on a simple path, on a lean diet, bound to a Nepali topology. Holy books are not 
our guiding counselors. They are the word. The topographical challenges of a more 


troubling era cause memories to be etched, sketched, lain to faithful rest. 


CHAPTER 3 


he cinema was filled with entertainment's fire brigade. We smile at 
adversity but they prefer confrontation, closure, a clean sweep of despotic and 


regressive prairie politics. The semi-arid surrounds life with respiration. The subtropics reverse 
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the Ice Age's fossils and fossilized detritus. The barren hills of 

Mustang and Manang elicit momentary confusion but repair a vegetative state 
found elsewhere. Easy living is the panacea. Perpendicular lines of livable, 
laughable, long-term animations recur and occur in Nepal. We have lost many 
years of progress and peace. We have found many alternative forces in esprit de 
corps. Physiognomy is not built but, rather, sustained and ethical. The freedom of 
assembly can be revisited in the assemblage called a collage, the metronomes in 
Bach's Prelude, a smorgasbord of pictograms. I was on a journey to resistance, 
unbalancing the balancing act, revealing norms that do no harm. The popular 
associative disorder lay in a ringtone, answering queries from strangers, integrating 
life on the edge. Diminutive personalities charge the Goliath in us all. 

The photograph is, often, a leverage, a resilience dialogue, the presence 

called here and how. Scouting for harmony and healing, I aimed my lens at the 
temple top. We hold traditional beliefs that do not disappear easily. Perhaps, the 
impermanence of struggle and severity is seen through customary invitations. Our 


lives are not the story nor parable. 


They show signs of unease too quickly, too fervently, too holistically. Sensory gratification is 
everywhere. The gratuitous nature of political violence left, in its wake, a cool and stony earth that 
has, also, remembered and re-calibrated. We sleep with breezy calm. The mornings are 

surveyed and brilliant in golden reflection. Kali Gandaki river resonates in sheer 

distance and sea-level prescience. Extremity is rarely forgiven. The casual worker 

sees the salvation program through to its turbid resolution. Conclusions can be 

narrow, harrowing, understated. Indian philosophers can turn the mayhem into 

nuggets, pearls, kernels of wisdom for the masses and classes. Hegemony was 

denounced. Revisionism is an eternity of outsider politics. Fallible humanity has 

proven the logical framework, the logic of resolution, an accord called Federalism. 


Infringement was pronounced but curtailed. 


"There was a time, until recently, when only the Kathmandu Valley was 
called Nepal. The idea of oneness and togetherness grew into a nationality 


under the same identities of Nepal and Nepali, regardless of one's 
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geographical location, community, religion, and mother language in the land." 
writes Vivek Kumar Shah in his book titled 'Witnessing Palace, Power and Politics: 
Memoirs of a Military Secretary’. In the preface to his book 'Identity and Violence: 
The Illusion of Destiny’, Amartya Sen writes "Indeed, many of the conflicts and 
barbarities in the world are sustained through the illusion of a unique and 
choiceless identity. The art of constructing hatred takes the form of invoking 

the magical power of some allegedly predominant identity that drowns other 
affiliations, and in a bellicose form can also overpower any human sympathy 


or natural kindness that we may normally have." 


To err on the side of reparation, we have been both witness and party to 

charity's latest trendsetters - the plowman did not get his share. Festivities are 
underway. The ethnic, in all of us, removes the dual, limited, exacerbating 
sociology of acculturation and seeks heavy meaning in lighter cultural and spatial 
necessity. The red lantern is alive here in the form of hand-crafted, red bricks lain 
for Tantric precision. Renouncing the gentle communitarian, we take charge of 
fallout, aftermath, disaster anthropology. The dark days of the insurgent era are 
now mainstreamed into safety and justice through adherence and a human ethic 
called shared values. A shared moment of covalent dispensation is all that remains. 
A new book is out on the perpetuity called neighbours with ties. 'Kathmandu 
Dilemma’ by Ranjit Rae promises to be a silver bullet in stalemates that range from 
the size of a samosa to the new global accord for stability. India was a well-known 
friend to us, once, and a haven of scholastic training. I refer to our own 
development agenda and quest for peace as rising from the ashes of collateral 
damage. Indeed, a temple cannot summate more than a higher realm and the 
elevated consciousness. Better worlds appear everyday. Better sandwiches are my 


chosen enjoyment. 


The TV blares its ineffective, effete, intolerant grievances. Sleepless nights 
are, thus, out of agenda. Dulled into compromise, we decide on the brunch 
program. We were rewarded with a ladies’ night - the staycation is here. Heliotrope 


dichotomies have done their fine, elegant, sophist work of disambiguation, much 
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like Wikipedia but with Trojan benefits. I am apprised of indemnified identities, 
older ambiguities, the slighter hand of alignment. Stagnant pools give our feathered 
friends a boost. Birds of a feather do flock together but the migratory instinct is 
weak, at best, with migrant promises fulfilled in harvest time. People in Nepal 

seem readied not robust. The enterprise readiness of lateral years belies a crux of 
absolution. Biblical fables abound. The Book of Job was invoked as caution and 


understanding. Cautionary humour is making the rounds. People were in parley 


with governance's most dire Veda - the soma of life was revealed. - 


13 


